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(Sheet music sources: Cantorian Collection, Internet Archive) 


Mariana 


Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
1809-1892 


With blackest moss the flower-plots 
Were thickly crusted, one and all: 
The rusted nails fell from the knots 
That held the pear to the gable-wall. 
The broken sheds look’d sad and strange: 
Unlifted was the clinking latch; 
Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 


She only said, ‘My life is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said; 

She said, ‘lam aweary, aweary, 
| would that | were dead!’ 


Her tears fell with the dews at even; 
Her tears fell ere the dews were dried; 
She could not look on the sweet heaven, 

Either at morn or eventide. 
After the flitting of the bats, 
When thickest dark did trance the sky, 
She drew her casement-curtain by, 
And glanced athwart the glooming flats. 
She only said, ‘The night is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said; 
She said, ‘lam aweary, aweary, 
| would that | were dead!’ 


Upon the middle of the night, 
Waking she heard the night-fowl crow: 
The cock sung out an hour ere light: 
From the dark fen the oxen’s low 
Came to her: without hope of change, 
In sleep she seem’d to walk forlorn, 
Till cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn 
About the lonely moated grange. 
She only said, ‘The day is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said; 
She said, ‘l am aweary, aweary, 
| would that | were dead!’ 


About a stone-cast from the wall 
A sluice with blacken’d waters slept, 
And o’er it many, round and small, 
The cluster’d marish-mosses crept. 
Hard by a poplar shook alway, 
All silver-green with gnarléd bark: 
For leagues no other tree did mark 
The level waste, the rounding gray. 
She only said, ‘My life is dreary, 


He cometh not,’ she said; 
She said, ‘lam aweary, aweary, 
| would that | were dead!’ 


And ever when the moon was low, 
And the shrill winds were up and away, 
In the white curtain, to and fro, 
She saw the gusty shadow sway. 
But when the moon was very low, 
And wild winds bound within their cell, 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow. 
She only said, ‘The night is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said; 
She said, ‘lam aweary, aweary, 
| would that | were dead!’ 


All day within the dreamy house, 
The doors upon their hinges creak’d; 
The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse 
Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek’d, 
Or from the crevice peer’d about. 
Old faces glimmer’d thro’ the doors, 
Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 
Old voices call’d her from without. 
She only said, ‘My life is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said; 
She said, ‘lam aweary, aweary,’ 
| would that | were dead!’ 


The sparrow’s chirrup on the roof, 
The slow clock ticking, and the sound 
Which to the wooing wind aloof 
The poplar made, did all confound 
Her sense; but most she loathed the hour 
When the thick-moted sunbeam lay 
Athwart the chambers, and the day 
Was sloping toward his western bower. 
Then, said she, ‘I am very dreary, 
He will not come,’ she said; 


She wept, ‘| am aweary, aweary, 
O God, that | were dead!’ 


The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
The Oxford Book of English Verse; 1250-1900, 
by Arthur Thomas Quiller-Couch 


BY THE FIRE 


The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
Selected Poems, by Aldous Huxley 


We who are lovers sit by the fire, 
Cradled warm ’twixt thought and will, 
Sit and drowse like sleeping dogs 

In the equipoise of all desire, 

Sit and listen to the still 

Small hiss and whisper of green logs 
That burn away, that burn away 

With the sound of a far-off falling stream 
Of threaded water blown to steam, 

Grey ghost in the mountain world of grey. 
Vapours blue as distance rise 

Between the hissing logs that show 

A glimpse of rosy heat below; 

And candles watch with tireless eyes 
While we sit drowsing here. | know, 
Dimly, that there exists a world, 

That there is time perhaps, and space 
Other and wider than this place, 

Where at the fireside drowsily curled 
We hear the whisper and watch the flame 
Burn blinkless and inscrutable. 

And then | know those other names 
That through my brain from cell to cell 
Echo--reverberated shout 

Of waiters mournful along corridors: 

But nobody carries the orders out, 

And the names (dear friends, your name and yours) 
Evoke no sign. But here | sit 

On the wide hearth, and there are you: 
That is enough and only true. 

The world and the friends that lived in it 


Are shadows: you alone remain 
Real in this drowsing room, 

Full of the whispers of distant rain 
And candles staring into the gloom. 


NOCTURNE 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Sun-Up and Other Poems, by Lola Ridge 


Indigo bulb of darkness 

Punctured by needle lights 

Through a fissure of brick canyon shutting out stars, 
And a sliver of moon 

Spigoting two high windows over the West river.... 


Boy, | met to-night, 


Your eyes are two red-glowing arcs shifting with my vision.... 


They reflect as in a fading proof 

The deadened eyes of a woman, 

And your shed virginity, 

Light as the withered pod of a sweet pea, 
Moist and fragrant 

Blows against my soul. 

What are you to me, boy, 

That |, who have passed so many lights, 
Should carry your eyes 

Like swinging lanterns? 
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CHAQUE FOIS QUE JE M'AMUSE 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Plain-chant, by Jean Cocteau 
Chaque fois que je m'amuse 

Ou ne souffre pas par lui 


de muse, 


Me replonge dans la nuit. 


x 


, espece 


Mon ange 


égaine, 


v4 


Comme un bouquet de muguet, 
Mon cceur fatigué de haine, 


L'ange cruel fait le guet. 
Cet ange, ce monstre informe, 


Ne dort jamais un moment, 
Et non plus il ne m'informe 


De quoi Je suis l'instrument. 


Chaque fois que je d 
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UPSTREAM 

by Carl Sandburg 

from the Internet Archive etext of 
Slabs of the Sunburnt West 


The strong men keep coming on. 
They go down shot, hanged, sick, 


broken. 
They live on fighting, singing, 


lucky as plungers. 
The strong mothers pulling them 


Oon.. 


The strong mothers pulling them 
from a dark sea, a great prairie, 


a long mountain. 
Call hallelujah, call amen, call 


deep thanks. 
The strong men keep coming on. 


O, Florida, Venereal Soil 
by Wallace Stevens 

from the IA etext of 
Harmonium 


A. few things for themselves, 
Convolvulus and coral, 


Buzzards and live-moss, 
Tiestas from the keys, 

A few things for themselves, 
Florida, venereal soil, 
Disclose to the lover. 


The dreadful sundry of this world, 
The Cuban, Polodowsky, 


The Mexican women, 


The negro undertaker 
Killing the time between corpses 
Fishing for crayfish... 
Virgin of boorish births, 
Swiftly in the nights, 

In the porches of Key West, 
Behind the bougainvilleas, 
After the guitar is asleep, 
Lasciviously as the wind, 
You come tormenting, 
Insatiable, 


When you might sit, 


A scholar of darkness, 
Sequestered over the sea, 


Wearing a clear tiara 
Of red and blue and red, 


Sparkling, solitary, still, 
In the high sea-shadow. 


Donna, donna, dark, 


Stooping in indigo gown 
And cloudy constellations, 


Conceal yourself or disclose 
Fewest things to the lover— 


A hand that bears a thick-leaved fruit, 
A pungent bloom against your shade. 


‘Oh! era - el pa- rents! you have been too se - vore! 


* You have banished my true love o'er the seas away, 
Which causes me in Bedlam to sigh and to say, 
‘That your cruel, base actions cause me to complain, 
For the loss of my dear has distracted my brain.’ 


When the silk-mercer first came on shore, 

As he was passing by Bedlam’s door, 

He heard his true love lamenting full sore, 
Saying ‘Oh! I shall never sce him any more!’ 


The mercer, hearing that, he was struck with surprise, 
When he saw through the window her beautiful eyes; 
He ran to the porter the trath for to tell, 

Saying ‘ Show me the way to the joy of my soul!’ 


The porter on the mercer began for to stare, 

To see how he was for the loes of his dear; 

He gave to the porter a broad piece of gold, 
Saying ‘ Show me the way to the joy of my soul!’ 
And when that his darling jewol he did see, 

He took her, and sat ber all on his knee, 


Says she ‘Are you the young man my father sent to sea, 
My own dearest jewel, for loving of me?’ 


Folk Song Soaety Journal. (England Folk Song and Dance Society) 1902: Vol 1 
Iss 4 ; 


HI. 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
35 Sonnets by Fernando Pessoa 


When | do think my meanest line shall be 
More in Time’s use than my creating whole, 
That future eyes more clearly shall feel me 
In this inked page than in my direct soul; 
When | conjecture put to make me seeing 
Good readers of me in some aftertime, 
Thankful to some idea of my being 
That doth not even my with gone true soul rime; 
An anger at the essence of the world, 
That makes this thus, or thinkable this wise, 
Takes my soul by the throat and makes it hurled 
In nightly horrors of despaired surmise, 

And | become the mere sense of a rage 

That lacks the very words whose waste might ‘suage. 


Chant for Dark Hours 
The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
Enough rope, by Dorothy Parker 


Some men, some men 
Cannot pass a 
Book shop. 
(Lady, make your mind up, and wait your life away.) 


Some men, some men 
Cannot pass a 
Crap game. 
(He said he'd come at moonrise, and here's another day!) 


Some men, some men 
Cannot pass a 
Bar-room. 
(Wait about, and hang about, and that's the way it goes.) 


Some men, some men 
Cannot pass a 
Woman. 
(Heaven never send me another one of those!) 


Some men, some men 
Cannot pass a 
Golf course. 
(Read a book, and sew a Seam, and slumber if you can.) 


Some men, some men 
Cannot pass a 
Haberdasher's. 
(All your life you wait around for some damn man!) 
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